JACOB'S ROOM               231

Olympia, How beautiful the evening was ! and
her beauty was its beauty. The tragedy of
Greece was the tragedy of all high souls. The
inevitable compromise. She seemed to have
grasped something. She would write it down.
And moving to the table where her husband sat
reading she leant her chin in her hands and
thought of the peasants, of suffering, of her own
beauty, of the inevitable compromise, and of how
she would write it down. Nor did Evan Williams
say anything brutal, banal, or foolish when he
shut his book and put it away to make room for
the plates of soup which were now being placed
before them. Only his drooping bloodhound
eyes and his heavy sallow cheeks expressed his
melancholy tolerance, his conviction that though
forced to live with circumspection and delibera-
tion he could never possibly achieve any of those
objects which, as he knew, are the only ones
worth pursuing. His consideration was flawless;
his silence unbroken.

" Everything seems to mean so much," said
Sandra. But with the sound of her own voice
the spell was broken. She forgot the peasants.
Only there remained with her a sense of her own
beauty, and in front, luckily, there was a looking-
glass.

" I am very beautiful," she thought.